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and then I go up to iny own room, and have
three hours and a half comfortably by myself.
I draw to a great amount, and was making a
lovely set of costumes, but my own pursuits
have been cut in upon by other people. One
person wants a picture of a sister she has lost
touched up, and in fact renewed, as the damp
has utterly destroyed it. Another has a picture
of a brother in England, in a draped cloak, and
with flowing hair, and the picture is only lent
to her, and he is such a darling, only she has
not seen him for some years, and if I could
make a copy of it, &c. There are no profes-
sional artists in Calcutta, except one who paints
a second-rate sort of sign.posts, and though I
cannot make much of all these likenesses, yet it
feels like a duty to help anybody to a likeness
of a friend at home, and it is one of the
very few good-natured things it is possible to
do here, so I have been very busy the last
ten days making copies of these pictures.

To finish our day ; at six we go out. George
and I ride every day now; Fanny about once
in three times. At 7.30 we dress; dine at
eight, and at ten go off to bed.

The weeks we do not go up to Barrackpore